The Safety Catch

He raised his hand slowly, and seized John's coat, squeezing the
lapels in a gesture of horrid menace. People passing by stared at this
breach of Piccadilly manners, but the police were busy with traffic
in the too distant Circus.

"Now listen, you yellow rat," said Mr. Gassdrop, his eyes blood-
shot and his voice husky, "I'll get even with you if it takes twenty
years."

John's blood boiled pleasantly. He hated Mr. Gassdrop, his breath,
his flesh, his foul hand laid on the coat and his vengeful eyes. He
seized the hand and threw it violently off.

"Take your hand off me," he said, breathing quickly, "and make
yourself scarce. I didn't report you, though I ought to have done so.
I don't care what you believe or what you do. Now get out of
my way."

Mr. Gassdrop drew a long hissing breath, and drew back his fist
as if to strike a mortal blow. John clenched his fists and looked so
well prepared to deal with a fatal threat that Mr. Gassdrop thought
better of his intention and dropped his hand to his side.

"Right, you stuck-up young swine," he said. "I'll dog you till I
get you. You watch your step."

With this encouraging an revoir, he turned on his heel and
vanished into the Arcade, feeling the need, perhaps, for a little tonic
after so much expenditure of energy.

II
At the very time when Mr.-Carver, Mr. Trebbe and Mr. Gass-
drop were having their medical conference, Mr. Grindrod was
driving his taxi at a slow pace along the road on the south side of
Wimbledon Common, towards Putney. On his right lay those
large and gracious houses standing well back in their gardens and
among their familiar trees, and protected from too vulgar and
inquisitive a gaze by their sturdy and mellow walls, where a man
may dwell, so near to London, and yet so deep in an appearance of
country peace, in the evening of his well-spent years. On his left
lay Wimbledon Common, as exciting, as lovely and as wild as the
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